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This was He whom wwe had ſometimes in Derifion and a 
Proverb of Reproach. We Fools accounted his Life 
Madneſs; and his End to be without Honour. Bow 
is he numbred among the Children of GOD, and his 
Lot is among the Saints! 
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ND is He gone to his Eternal Reſt! 
So ſuddenly receiv'd among the Bleſt! 


Yet will I make his fair Memorial ſtay, | 


Bring back his Virtue into open Day, 
The Sinner, Convert, Friend, and Dying Saint diſplay. 


Soon as the Morn of opening Life begun, 
His Simpleneſs purſu'd a Gop unknown; 
Giver of Life, the All-alluring Dove, 
Dig on his Soul with. early Influence move, 
Brooding He fat; infus'd the Young Deſire, 4 


Pd 


Kindled the Ray of pure Etherial Fire, 
And bad him to his Native Heaven aſpire. 


But ſoon the Morning Vapour paſs'd away, 

His Goodneſs melted at the Blaze of Day; 

By Pleaſure charm'd, he leap'd the ſacred Fence, 

The Vouth out-liv'd his Childiſh Innocence; 

Plung'd in a World of Faſhionable Vice, 

And left his Gov, and loſt his Paradiſe. 

Dead while he liv'd, in Sin and Pleaſure dead, 

Long o'er the World's wide Wilderneſs he ſtray d, 20 
185 A 2 | Eager 
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Eager Imagin'd Pleaſures to purſue, 

Tir'd with the Old, yet panting after New, 
He hurry'd down the broad frequented Road, 
Unconſcious in the Shade of Death abode, 


Forgot, but never dar'd to ſcorn his Gop. 


Ah! what avail'd him then the gentle Mind, 
By Schools inſtructed, and by Courts refin'd ! 
The Winning Mien, the affable Addreſs, 
And all his Nature, all his Art to pleaſe! 
In vain he ſhone with various Gifts endow'd, 30 
Friend to the World, and Enemy to Gov ; 
In vain he ſtoop'd in Trifles to excell, 
(Gay withering Flowers that ſtrew the Way to Hell!) 
Generous, alas! in vain, and juſt, and brave, 
While aw'd by Man, and to Himſelf a Slave; 
A Steward to his Fellow-Servants juſt, 
But ſtill he falſify'd his Maſter's Truſt ; 
To them their ſeveral Dues exact t'afford, 
Their own he render'd them, but robb'd his Loxp, 
O'er-look'd The Great Concern, the Better Part, 40 
Liv'd to Himſelf, and gave the World his Heart. 


Who then the Gracious Wonder ſhall explain, 
How could a Man of Sin be born again? 
Rous'd from his Sleep of Death, he never knew 
To fix the Point from whenee the Spirit blew, 
So imperceptibly the Stroke was given, 
The Stroke Divine that turn'd his Face to Heaven. 
The Saviour-Gop by tender Pity mov'd, | 
Obſerv'd his Wand'ring Sheep, and freely lov'd, 
Him blind and loſt with gracious Eye ſurvey d, 50 
And gently led him to the ſecret Shade; 
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Led him a Way that Nature never knew, 
And from the buſy careleſs Croud withdrew, 
To ſerious Solitude his Heart inclin'd 
Tir'd with the Noiſe and Follies of Mankind, 8 
Impatiently reſolv'd to caſt the World behind. 


The Power unſeen which bad his Wand' rings ceaſe» 
Follow'd, and found him in the Wilderneſs, 
Gave him the Hearing Ear, and Seeing Eye, 
And pointed to the Blood of Sprinkling nigh, 60 
(That Blood Divine which makes the Conſcience clean_ 
That Fountain open'd for a World of Sin) 
Call'd him to hear the Name to Sinners given, 
The Only Saving Name in Earth or Heaven. 


So when the Firſt Degenerated Man 
Far in the Woods from his Creator ran, 
Mercy purſu'd, his Fugitive to ſeize, 


And ſtop'd his trembling Flight among the Trees; 


Where art Thou, Man? he heard his Maker ſay, 
Calm-walking in the cool Decline of Day, 20 


Aghaſt he heard; came forth with guilty Fear, 


And found the Bruiſer of the Serpent near, 
Receiv'd the Promiſe of his Sin forgiven, - 
And for an Eden loſt an Antepaſt of Heaven. 


Hail Mary's Son! Thy Mercies never end, 
Thy Mercies reach'd, and ſav'd my happy Friend** 
He felt th' Atoning Blood by FaITH applied, 
And freely was the Sinner Juſtiſied, 
Sav'd by a Miracle of Grace Dirine 
And O! my Gov, the Miniſtry was Mine! a 
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I ſpake from Thee the Reconciling Word, 
Meaneſt Forerunner of my Glorious Lord ; 
He heard impartial : For Himſelf he heard ; 


And weigh'd th' Important Truth with deep Regard: 


The ſacred Leaves, where All their Gop may find, 
He ſearch'd with Noble Readineſs of Mind, 

Liſten'd, and yielded to the Goſpel-Call, 

And glorified the LAu that died for ALL; 

Gladly confeſs d our Welcome Tidings true, 

And waited for a Power he never knew, 90 
The Seal of all his Sins, thro' CuRIST forgiven, 
With Gop the Holy Ghoſt ſent down from Heaven. 


The Loxp he ſought allow'd his Creature's Claim, 
And ſudden to His Living Temple came; | 
The Spi'rit of Love, (which like a ruſhing Wind 
Blows as He liſts, but blows on all Mankind,) 

| Breath'd on his raptur'd Soul: The ſinking Clay 
O'erwhelm'd beneath the Mighty Comfort lay ; 
While all-diſſolv'd the Powers of Nature fail, 

Enter'd his favour'd Soul within the Vail, 100 
'The Inner Court with ſacred Reverence trod, 

And ſaw th' Inviſible, and talk'd with Gop. 


Conſtrain'd by Extaſies too ſtrong to bear, 
His Soul was all pour'd out in Praiſe and Prayer; 
He heard the Voice of Gop's Life-giving Son, 
While Jzsvs made th' Eternal Godhead known, 
Receiv'd the living Faith by Grace beſtow'd, 
« And verily, he cried, there is a Gop, 
« I know, I feel the Word of Truth Divine, 


Ie: Lov, Ibelieve Thou Art—for Thou art Mine! 1106 | 


So 


RoBeRT JoNEs, Eſq, 7 
So when the Woman did of Jzsvs tell, 
The Gop of Faced found at Jacob's Well, 
Eager the Common Benefit t' impart, 
« Come ſee a Man that told me all my Heart ;" 
The Men of Sychar came; receiv'd her Word, 
But hung upon their dear Redeeming Loxp; 
« Now we believe, they cry'd, but not thro* Thee, 
« Our Ears have heard th' Incarnate Deity, 
« The glorious Truth aſſuredly we find, 
« This is indeed the CnRISTH, the Saviour of Man- 
kind!“ | 120 


Thrice happy Soul, whom ]Jzsvs gave to know 
Eternal Life, while ſojourning below ! 
Thou d the Gift Unſpeakable receive, 
And humbly in the Spirit walk and live: 
Thou did the Hidden Life Divine expreſs, 
And evidence the Power of Godlineſs: 
Thou ii with all thy Soul to Jesvs turn, 
His Goſpel-Truth with all thy Life adorn, 
Thy Goods, thy Fame, thine All to Jesvs give, 
Sober, and righteous here, and godly live; 130 
With utmoſt Diligence His Gifts improve, 
And labour to be perfected in Love. 


His Word ſubdued at once the Carnal Will, 
The Sea ſubſided, and the Sun ſtood ſtill; 
No more in Thee the Waves of Paſſion roll, 
Or violate thy calm unruffled Soul : 
The Leopard fierce is with the Kid laid down, 
The gentle Child-like Spirit leads thee on; 
Intent on Gov thy ſingle Heart and Eye, = 
And Abba Father, now is all the Cry! 140 
Ves, thou haſt choſe at laſt the Better Part, 
And Gov alone hath all thy ſimple Heart. 
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. Wholly devoted now to Gop alone, | 
Thou mourn'ſt the Days forever loſt and gone, 
Gay Youthful Days of Vanity and Vice 
Thou ſee'ft confounded—vile in thy own Eyes; 
Pardon'd, yet ſtill perſiſting to-lament 
Thy Fortune, Time, and Talents all miſpent 
A Sinner ſelf-condemn'd, and felf-abhor'd, 


But wondring at the Goodneſs of thy Lokp 3 150 


He ſaw thee in thy Blood, and bad thee live; 
Yet ſtill Thyſelf Thou never cou dſt forgive. 


Reſolv'd each precious Moment to redeem, 
To ſerve thy Gop, and only live to Him, 
Thro' all at once thy conſtant Virtue broke, 
Caſt off the World, and Sin, and Satan's Yoke, 
The ſtedfaſt Purpoſe of thy Soul avow'd, 
Confeſs'd the Chriſtian, and declar'd for Gop. 


O what a Change was there! The Man of Birth 
Sinks down into a-Clod of Common Earth : 160 
The Man of poliſh'd Senſe his Judgment quits, 

And tamely to a Madman's Name ſubmits : 

The Man of curious Taſte neglects his Food, 

And all is pleaſant now, and all is good: 

The Man of rigid Honour flights his Fame, 

And glories in his Lozp and Maſter's Shame: 

The Man of Wealth and Pleaſure all foregoes, 

And nothing but the Croſs of ]zsus knows: 

The Man of Sin is waſh'd in Jesv's Blood, 

The Man of Sin becomes a Child of Gon! 70 


| Throughout his Life the New Creation ſhines, 
Throughout his Wards, and Actions, and Deſigns : 
Quicken'd. 
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Quicken'd with Cxr1sT he ſought the Nings above, 
And evidenc'd the Faith which works by Love, 
Which quenches Satan's every fiery Dart, 

O'ercomes the World, and purifies the Heart. 


Not as uncertainly the Race he ran, 

He fought the Fight, nor ſpent his Strength in vain: 
Foes to the Croſs, themſelves let Others ſpare, © _ 
At random run, and idly beat the Air, 180 
As Bondage each Divine Command diſclaim; 
A Truer Follower of the Bleeding Lamb, 
He bore the Burthen of his Lox», and died 
A daily Death with J=svs crucified. 
He chearfully took up his Maſter's Yoke, 
Nor e'er the Sacred Qrdinance forſook, 
Nor dar'd to caſt the Hallow'd Croſs away, 
Or plead his Liberty to diſobey: 
Under the Law to Cxr1sT, he labour'd till 
To do, and ſuffer all his Father's Will: 190 
Herein his glorious Liberty was ſhewn, 

Free to deny himſelf, and live to Gop alone! 


In Faſtings oft the hardy Soldier was, 
Patient and meek, he Grew beneath the Croſs, 
He kept his Body down, by Grace ſubdued, 
The Servant to his Soul, and both to Gop: 
No delicate Diſciple He, to ſhun 
The Croſs, and ſay, „My Saviour all hath done!” 
No Carnal E/au to deſpiſe his Right, 
And damn his Soul to pleaſe his Appetite: 200 
Suffice the Seaſon paſt, that dead to GoD 
He glided down the eaſy ſpacious Road; 


A Will- 
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A Willing Atien from the Life Divine 

| Liv'd to himſelf, and fed on Huſks with Swine: 
The Times of Ignorance and Sin are paſt, 

The Son obeys his Father's Voice at laſt, 


All Heaven congratulates his late Return, 
Angels and Gop rejoice, and Men and Devils mourn. 


Mourn the good-natur'd ſoft voluptuous Crowd, 
W hoſe Shame their Boaſt, whoſe Belly is their God, 210 
Who eat, and drink, and then riſe up to play, 
And dance, and fing their worthleſs Lives away, 
Harmleſs ; of Gentle Birth, and Bred ſo well — 
They here ſleep out their Time, — and wake in Hell. 


Theſe thoughuleſs Souls his happy Change deplor'd, 
And curs'd the Men that calFd him to his Load; 
(The Troublers of a quiet Neighbourhood, 

The cruel Enemies to Fleſh and Blood, | 

Who vex the World, and turn it upfide down, | 
And make the Peer as humble as the Clown.) 220 
His bleeding Loa p engroſs d his whole Eſteem, 
Where IEsus dwells there is no Room for Them: 
His Houſe no more the Scene of Soft Exceſs, 

Of Courtly Pleafures, and Luxurious Eaſe: 

No longer doth their Friend like Dives fare, 

No Drunken Hoſpitality is there 

No Revellings that turn the Night to Day, 

(Harmleſs Diver fions from the Narrow Way ) 
No Midnight Dance prophan'd the hallow'd Place, 
No Voice was heard, but that of hos os and Praife. 230 


Divinely taught to make the ſober Feaſt, 


He paſs'd the Rich, and call'd a Nobler Gueſt; 
| | He 
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He call'd the Poor, the Maim'd, the Lame, the Blind, 
He call'd in Theſe the Saviour of Mankind; 
His Friends and Kinſmen Theſe for Jesv's Sake, 
Who no Voluptuous Recompence could make: 
But God the glorious Recompence hath given, 
And call'd him to the Marriage-Feaſt in Heaven. 
. Ye Men that live in Riotous Exceſs, 

And looſely take your Pleaſurable Eaſe, 
Rich to yourſelves ; the bright Example view 
Of One, who once forgot his Gov like You, 
But wiſely griev'd for Sins and Follies paſt, | 
Sprang from the World, and won the Race at lat. 
How did his Soul for you in Secret mourn, 
And long, and pray, and weep for your Return! 
How did he ſupplicate the Throne above, 
That you, even You might taſte the Saviour's Love, 
Might liſten to the Truth, your Vileneſs own, 
Purſue the Way of Peace ye have not known, 250 
Renounce the World, and live to Gop alone. 
O might the Scales fall from your blinded Eyes, 
O that ſome Prodigal would Now ariſe, 
Accept the Pard' ning Grace thro' Ixs us given, 
And turn, and gladden all the Hoſt of Heaven 


Sinners, regard your Friend who ſpeaks tho' dead; 

In His, as He in | :8v's Footſteps tread : 

After the Laws he ſtill rejoic'd to go, 

He liv'd a Guardian Angel here below, 

A Father of the Poor, he gave them Food, 260' 

And fed their Souls, and labour'd. for their Good; 

The little Church in Jz3vs Who believ'd! 

Into his Houſe, his Arms, his Heart receiv' d: | 
| With 
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With Theſe he humbly fearch'd the Written Word, 
Talking with Theſe, he commun'd with their Loxo, 
Studied the Sacred Leaves, by Day and Night, 

His Faithful Counſeller, and ſole Delight. 

He made them all his own with Happy Art, 

And Practice copied them into his Heart: 


Still in the Steps of Abraham's Faith he trod, 270 


He and his Houſe would only ſerve their Gop. 


The Worth Domeſtick let his Confort tell 
Of One who lov'd ſo wiſely and ſo well; 


Who help'd her All for Iss us to foregoe, 


And cheriſh'd Her, as Cng1sT his Church below, 
Explain'd the Glorious Myſtery Divine 
How Gop and Man may in One Spirit join, 


How Man the Joys of Heaven on Earth may ure 


The facred Dignity of Nuptial Love, | 
Clearly in Him the Sameneſs all might ſee 280 
Of Nuptial Love and ſpotleſs Purity. _ 


Nor leſs the Exemplary Father ſhone : 


| Freely to Gop he render'd back His own, 


Devoted All to Him, his Children, Wife, 
Goods, Fame, and Friends, and Liberty, and Life. 


He taught his Children in their earlieſt Days 


To love their Gob, and liſp their Saviour's Praiſe. 
No Modern Parent He, their Souls to ſell, 
In Sloth and Pride to train them up for Hell, 


T” infuſe the Stately Thought of Rank and Birth, 290 


And ſwell the baſe-born Potſherds of the Earth, 


To raiſe their Spirit and their Torment higher, 
And make them paſs to Molocł thro' the Fire, 
Y Watch- 


The Luſt of Praiſe, and Wealth, and Power inſpire ; : N 
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Watchful the Heavenly Wiſdom to inſtill, 
He gently bent their ſoft unbias'd Will, 
Woo'd them to ſeek in God their Happineſs; 
Loving, yet wiſe, and fond without Exceſs ; 
Simple like them, and innocent, and mild : 
The Father is himſelf a little Child. 300 
He ſaw Himſelf by his great Maker ſeen, | 
And walk'd with Gop while ſojourning with Men; 
His Filial Awe, and whole Deportment ſhow'd 


He ſaw th'Invifible, and walk'd with God: 
Trembled his Soul at the Minuteſt Fault, 


And felt the Torture of an idle Thought. 
Still he beheld the Preſence of his Loxkd, 


In all Events the Hand Divine ador'd, 


In ſmalleſt trivial Things his watchful Eye 


Deſigns of Heavenly Wiſdom could deſcry; 310 
Nothing he deem'd beneath His Guardian Care 
In whom we always live, and move, and are, c 
Who ſkreens our naked Head, and numbers every Hair. 


Such was the Man by Men and Fiends abhor'd! | 
A true Diſciple of his much-lov'd Lozp, 
A Valiant Soldier in his Captain's Cauſe, 
A chearful Sharer of his Saviour's Croſs, 
A faithful. Follower of the bleeding Lamb, 
A Glad Partaker of his glorious Shame, 


A Confeſſor and Witneſs for his Gp, 320 


Againſt the World th' intrepid Champion ſtood ; 
Bold in the Faith his Maſter to confeſs, 


He dar'd the World of Jzesv's Enemies, 
Satan and all his Powers at once defied ; 


Who fear'd-his Gop could Nothing fear beſide. | 
B Againſt © 
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Bold 40 dethrone the Filial Deity, 
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Againſt the Storm he turn'd his ſteady Face, 

And calmly triumph'd, and Enjoy*d Diſgrace ; 

A Gazing-ſtock to the lewd godleſs Throng, 

The Fool's Deriſion, and the Drunkard's Song. 

Yet neither Smiles nor Frowns his Soul could ſhake, 3 30 

Or move the Madman for his Maſter's Sake; 

Tho' Phariſees and Saducees combin'd, 

And all his Friends, and all his Kinſmen join'd 

To ſcoff the Man who meanly frar'd his Gop ; ! 


He knew not to confer with Fleſh and Blood, 


But chearfully took up, nor ever felt the Load: 

Harder than Flint or Adamant his Brow, 

Unruffled Then, and unconcern'd as Now, 

On All their vain Contempt he Kill look'd down, 

From Faith to Faith, from Strength to Strength 
went on, 340 


And bore the Croſs that led him to the Crown; 


The Scandal of his Loxp with Joy he bore, 
And Mill the more deſpis'd, ſuperior roſe the more. 


*T'was thus the Royal Saint by Gop approv'd, 
His Maſter own'd, and honour'd whom he lov'd, 
Stript of his Robes, and in his Handmaid's Sight, 
He danc'd before the Ark with all his Might; 
He danc'd, unaw'd by Michal's ſcornful Eye, 
And calm return'd the reſolute Reply, 
«« To ſerve my Gop, to do my Maker's Will 350 
* If this be vile, I will be viler ſtill.“ 


The Horrid Crew that dare their Loxp deny, | 


Where 
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Where JONES appear'd, their Blaſphemies forbore, 
And filently confeſs'd him Conqueror. 
Nor leſs refoly'd gainſt Thoſe the Champion ſtood 
Who ſcorn the Purchaſe of their Saviour's Blood, 
Deny the Spirit Now to Sinners given, 
The Life begun on Earth that ends in Heaven, 
With deep Concern and bleeding Heart he view'd' 360 
The General Dire Apoſtacy from Gop ; 
He heard the Rod Divine, with ſacred Fear, 
And trembling Foreſight of Deſtruction near; 
Long'd' that we all might ſee the out-ſtretch'd Hand, 
The Sword impending o're a guilty Land, 
Might timely All remember whence we fell, 
Return with contrite Heart and earneſt Zeal, 
Confeſs the Faith which Gop vouchſafes t'approve_ ) 
Before his Wrath our Candleſtick remove, 
Do the firſt Works, and feel the former Love. 370 4 
EY J 

He mark 'd the City of our Gov laid low, 
And wept in deep Diſtreſs for Sion's Woe: a 
It pitied him to ſee her in the Duſt, 
Her Lamp extinguiſh'd and her Goſpel loſt; 
Loſt to the Rich, and Great, and Wiſe, and Good, 
Poor guilty Enemies to Jesv's Blood, 
Who quench the laſt faint Spark of Piety, 


Vet cry « The Temple of the Loxp are We!” 


Pleaders for Order They who All confound, 
Pillars who bear our Zion to the Ground, 380 


Her Doctrines and her Purity diſclaim, 

Our Church's Ruin and our Nation's Shame; 

Leaders, who turn the Lame out of the Way. 

Shepherds, who watch to make the Sheep their Prey, 
B 2 | Preac hers 


16 On the Death of 
Preachers, who dare their own Report deny, 
Patrons of ARIUS or SOC1NUS Lie, 
Who ſcoff the Goſpel Truths as idle Tales, 
Heatheri/h Priefis, and MiTRED INFiDeLs! 


Nor did he let his Cenſure wildly fall, | 
Or for the Sake of Some reproach them All: 390 
He knew with wiſer Judgment to revere, 

And vindicate the Sacred Character; 

The Sacred Character remain'd the ſame, 
Untouch'd, and unimpeach'd by private Blame; 
Tho' Deiſts blind, and Sectaries agree 

To brand the Heaven - deſcended Miniſtry; 

Nor Gop nor Man the bold Revilers ſpare, 
T'accuſe the Followers with their Logp they dare, 


For Judas fill d an Apoſtolick Chair, 


This Duteous Son his Piety retain'd, 

Nor left his Mother by her Children ſtain'd, 400 
Diſhonour'd by her Baſe Degenerate Sons, 

The Pure, and Apoſtolick Church he owns; 

Her ſacred Truths in Righteouſneſs he held, 

_ Her Articles and Creeds noT YET repeal'd, 

Her Homilies, replete with Truth Divine, 

Where pure Religion flows in every Line: 

Theſe Heavenly Truths while Two or Three maintain'd, 

By them he vow'd in Life and Death to ſtand : 

Ry them in Life and Death he nobly ſtood, 

Tenacious of the Faith, and obſtinately Good. 410 

He never left the Ship by Tempeſt toſt 
Or ſay, ſhe now is daſh'd againſt the Coaſt, 


To 
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To ſave a Few he ſpent his pious Pains, | 
 Stay'd by the Wreck, and gather d her Remains— _ 
My Brother here, my Friend indeed Thou wert. 
A Man——a Chriſtian after my own Heart! | 
For this I envy Thee, while others blame, 
And Strangers brand Thee with a Bigot's Name: 
Glorious Reproach ! If this be Bigotry, | 
For ever let the Charge be fixt on Me, 420 
With pious Jones, and Royal CuxrLEs may 1 
A Martyr for the Church of England die! 


Nor did his Zeal for Her his Love reſtrain, 8 

His Love deſcending like the Genial Rain, 5 

And ſhining, like the Sun, on every Soul of Man. 

Free as its Sourſe it flow'd, and unconfin'd, 

Embracing, and o'rewhelming all Mankind; 

Nor Sin nor Error could its Courſe preclude, 

It reach'd to All, the Evil and. the Good; | 

His Father's Children All, and bought with Jz8v's 
Blood. 430 


The Men of Narrow Hearts, who dare reſtrain 
The Grace their Saviour did for All obtain, 10 
(«« Free Sovereign Grace, who cry! perverſely Free! 
« For Us, thou Reprobate, but not for Thee: 

« Milions of Souls the Logo of All paſi"d by, 

« Who died for All, for them refus'd to die; 

« 'To Us, and none but Us he had ReſpeR, 

« He died for the whole World—of—Us Ele. 25 
Theſe wretched Men of Sin with Grief he view'd, 

He lov'd theſe Strangers to his Saviour's Blood, F 
A Reſtleſs, Carnal, Bold, Licentious Crowd. 4 40 
Bitter, Implacable, Perverſe, and Proud; _ | 
B 3 Stubborn, 
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Stubborn, Stiff-neck'd, Impatient of Reſtraint, 
A Tribe of Prieſts unholy and unſent, 

Whoſe Lives their Arrogant Conceit diſprove ; 
Vain finful Boaſters of Electing Love; 

To Evil fold they i believe a Lie, 

And Advocates for Sin they live, and die. 


vet theſe, even Theſe his Pity knew to bear, 
With all their long Impertinence of Prayer, 
Their factious Party-Zeal, their Teaching Pride, 450 
Their fierce Contempt of all Mankind beſide; 
His Love the Mantle o're their Folly ſpread, 
His Candid Love a juſt Exception made, 
O' rejoy'd to ſee a few of Heart fincere 


© 


As Burning, and as Shining, Lights appear, 
To find a WHiTEFIELD and an Harris here! 


True Piety Impartial to commend, 
He dar'd to call a Calvinift his Friend; 
His Love indifferent did to all abound, 
He bow'd to Ixsu's Name wherever found: 460 
Some Good he found in All, but griev'd to fee 
The World combine, the Brethren diſagree: 
Ah! Lox, regard in Him Thy Spirit's Groan, 
And haſte to perfect all thy Saints in One 


Divinely warn'd to meet the Mortal Hour, 

And tread the Path His Saviour trod before, 

Without Surprize the ſudden Call he heard, 

Always alike for Life or Death prepar'd; | 

With calm Delight the Summons he receiv'd, . 

For well he knew in whom he had believ'd, * 
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He knew Himſelf with Car1sT for ever One, 3 
(The Lamb that died for all his Sins t'atone) 
And welcom'd Death whoſe only Sting was gone: 
The Foe to Nature, but a Friend to Grace, 
The King of Terrors with an Angel-Face! 
He ſmil'd as the fwift Meſſenger drew near, | 
With ſtedfaſt Faith, and Love that caſt out Fear C 
Look'd thro' the Vale, and ſaw his Lozp a ppear. J 

But O! what Words the mighty Joy can paint, 
Or reach the Raptures of a Dying Saint! . 489 
See there! the Dying Saint with ſmiling Eyes 
A Spectacle to Men and Angels lies! 
His Soul from every Spot of Sin ſet Free, 
His Hope is full of Immortality: 
To live was Cur1sT to Him, and Death is Gain; 
Reſign'd, Triumphant in the Mortal Pain, 
He lays his Earthly Tabernacle down . 
In Confidence to graſp the Starry Crown, 
Sav'd to the Utmoſt h:re by Jesv's Grace, | 
I here, he cries, have ſeen his Glorious Face. 492 


Nor ev'n in Death could He forget His Own 
Still the kind Brother, and the Pious Son 
Lov'd his own Fleſh, when ready to depart, 
And lingring bore them on his yearning Heart : 
His laſt Deſire, that They might take the Prize,. 
That they might follow him to Paradiſe. 
Witneſs the Prayers, in which with God he ſtrove, 
Witneſs the Labour of his Dying Love, | 
The ſolemn Lines he, fign'd as with his Blood, 


That call'd and pointed to th'Atoning Gop. 500 
| O Saviour, 


. 
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O Saviour, give them to his Dying Prayer, 

| Snatch them from Earth, for Heavenly Joys prepare, : 
And let the Son ſalute the Mother there! 


In ſure and ſtedfaſt Hope again to find' 

Fhe dear-lov'd Relatives he left behind, 

Children and Wife he back to Jesvs gave, 

His Loxp, he knew, could to the utmoſt fave: 
Himſelf experienc'd Now that Utmoſt Power, 
And clap'd his Hands in Death's triumphant Hour; 
« Rejoice my Friends, he cries, rejoice with me, 519 
« Our Dying Lokd hath got the Victory: 
« He comes! he' comes ! this is my Bridal Day, ; 
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Follow with Songs of Joy the Breathleſs Clay, 
« And.ſhout my Soul eſcap'd into Eternal Day ! 


A Dying Saint can true Believers mourn ? 
Joyful they ſee their Friend to Heaven return ; 
His Animating Words their Souls infpire, 
And bear them upwards on his Car of Fire: | 
His Looks, when Language fails, new Life impart; 
| Heaven, in his Looks, and IEsus in his Heart; 5 20 
He feels the Happineſs that cannot fade, 
With everlaſting Joy upon his Head 
Starts from the Fleſh, and Gains his Native Skies ; 
Glory to Gop on high! ——the Chriſtian dies! 
Dies from the World, and quits his earthly Clod, g 
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0 Dies, and receives the Crown by Cn&1sT beſtow'd, 
Dies into all the Life and Plenitude of Gop ! 

O Glorious Victory of Grace Divine! 
; \ Fesv, the great Redeeming Work is Thine : 
Thy Work reviv'd; as in the Antient Days, 539 
| | We 
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We now with Angels and Archangels praiſe : 
Thine Hand unſhorten'd in our Sight appears, 


With whom a Day is as a Thouſand Years; 
We ſee and magnify Thy Mercy's Power 


That call'd the Sinner at th'Eleventh Hour, 


Sprinkled and waſtyd him in Thy cleanſing Blood, 
And fill'd in One ſhort Year with All the Life of Gop. 
Receiv'd on Earth into Thy People's Reſt, 

He now is numbred with the Glorious Bleſt, 

Call'd to the Joys that Saints and Angels prove, 540 


Cut ſhort the Work, and ſuddenly renew'd, f 


Triumphant with the Firſt- born Church above, 
He reſts within Thy Arms of Everlaſting Love. 


Ye Fools that throng the ſmooth infernal Road, 
And ſcorn the Wiſdom of the Sons of God, 


Cenſure whom Angels, Saints, and Gop commend, 


Madneſs account his Life, and Baſe his End; 
Tread on his Aſhes ſtill, ye Rufhans tread, 
By Vena Lies defame the Sacred Dead, 
With Satan ſtill your feeble Malice ſhew, 


The laſt poor Efforts of a vanquiſh'd Foe, 550 
T'arraign a Saint Deceas'd prophanely dare, 

But look to meet him at the laſt great Bar, 
And horribly recant your Helliſh Slanders There! 


Or rather now, while lingering Juſtice ſtays, 


And Gop in Jesvs grants a longer Space, 


Chuſe Life, ye Madmer, with the happy Few, 560 
The Life your Saviour's Death hath bought for You. 


Why 


Repent, repent ; a better Path purſue, 


22 on the Death of &c. 


Why ill you die, when Gop would have you live, 
Would All Mankind abundantly forgive? 

Invites you all to chuſe the better Part, 

And ever cries, * My Son give me thy Heart!“ 

He bids you in His Servant's Footſteps tread, 

He calls you by the Living and the Dead, : 


Awake, and burſt the Bands of Nature's Night, 


Riſe from your Graves, and CnRISTH ſhall give _ 
Light ; 


Heaven without Price, and without Money buy, 
And as the Righteous live, and as the Righteous die, 


While yet He may be found, to Gop draw nigh, 570 
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